IN PATRIA POTESTATE

then talking together in high voices like women at the
far end of the room. I could not follow what they said
and was going out, but Giamund stopped me, saying:
'If they won't take the fine, they shan't have anything!
We're going to get Uncle away from them and back
here; then they can come and find him if they dare!'

'You won't try and take him by force, sir?' I said.
'It's an act of warP

'Let it beP said Giamund, 'We're off now, and you
too, in case we need you.'

I was startled. 'Me! What for?'

'Someone may have to think we're Romans. If so,
you must do the talking.' He looked at me and he
seemed to be very big.

But I backed towards the door, saying: 'I won't
go against the laws! I'm not coming!'

'Oh, aren't you!' said Giamund, and he was beside
me in two steps and got me by the hands and began
bending them back, saying: 'Don't fight or I'll break
your wrists.'

Still, I wasn't going to trot after them like a dog!
I was bound to fight, and I did. I think he tried not
to hurt me very much, but he got my right hand
twisted over almost at once and forced me down on to
my knees, feeling pretty sick. He tied my feet to make
sure, and the youngest boy, who wasn't going, put
linen dipped in cold water round the sprain. Gia-
mund came back, pulled me up and over to the door,
and lifted me on to the mare in front of him. He was
wearing scale armour under his tunic; leaning against